POETS  IN PARADISE

or the other, as long as their behaviour was all it should
be. The dogs awoke early, kept themselves scrupulously
clean, walked carefully, talked softly, and were punctual
for meals, which they neither gobbled nor splashed on to
the floor. There was not one angry word, much less a
quarrel. By sundown every dog was in his appointed
place, fawning upon his new owner, and professing himself
ready for bed.

"On the morning of the third day, the dog leaders held
a conference in the market square, at which each delegate
seemed in complete accord with the others. Word was
passed round to every dog in the city, who thus knew what
to do when the time came.

"At sunset that evening, instead of keeping tryst, each
went to his own house, where he was securely tucked into
bed by his master. The poor jackals outside the gates
kicked their heels for some time, eager to return to their
comfortable homes, having had more than enough of the
wide open spaces. A quarter of an hour, half an hour
passed. No sign of the dogs. Twilight was lost in dark-
ness. Had they mistaken the date? The young ones
grew impatient, and grumbled at the faulty arrangements
of their elders. The moon rose. Anxious jackals, peering
between the bars of the city gates, saw the streets silent
and deserted. They could bear it no longer. Lifting
their voices in unison, they called to the dogs to let them
in. Instantly, like a ragged feu-de-joie, came back the
answer:

" 'No! No! No! You have enjoyed the comforts of
town life all these years. Now it is our turn. Go away!
We wish to sleep. So do our masters.'

"With a self-satisfied air, the dogs settled themselves
more comfortably than ever in their baskets. The jackals,
realizing how completely they had been duped, threw back
their heads and howled in despair. The more they howled,
the more their late owners were glad the noise was outside,
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